LAST IMPRESSIONS

round, and the last hours were spent in Farringford, listening for the last
time to the poet reading his own poems. They were wonderful hours, and
when the goodbyes were said, Lord Tennyson stood under the portico
waving farewells until the carriage had passed out of his sight; and he
from ours, for this life.'1

When Watts heard of the poet's death he was very shaken, and took up
a piece of paper and tried without success to express his feelings in poetry.
He fell ill for a few days and was unable to be a pall bearer at the funeral.
He would grow very agitated when Ulysses was read:

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:
It may fa we shall touch the Happy Isles,
And see the great Achilles whom we knew.
Had he not often discussed immortality with the poet?

[iv]

On February 23rd, 1897* Watts was eighty. Mary had taken him to <5,
Melbury Road in anticipation of the event. In the morning the directors
of the New Gallery arrived to present an address of congratulation signed
by famous men. There was only a handful of friends present when Mr.
Comyns Carr read out the sonnet Swinburne had specially written for the
occasion.

High thought and hallowed love, by faith made one,

Begat and bare the sweet strong-hearted child,

Arty nursed of Nature; earth and sea and sun

Saw Nature then more god-like as she smiled.

Life smiled on Death and Death on Life: the Soul

Between them shone, and soared above their strife,

And left on Time's unclosed and starry scroll

A sign that quickened death to deathless life.

Peace rose like Hope, a patient queen, and bade

Heirsfostborn, Faith, abjure her creed and die;

And love, by life and death made sad and glad,

Gave conscience case, and watched good mil pass by.

All these make music now of one man's name.

Whose life and age art one with love and fame.*

time one in the National Portrait Gallery; the sixth, in his doctor's robes, now at Trinity
College, Cambridge; the seventh, in his Peer's robes, now at Adelaide. Both these last were
painted in 1890. But the grandest monument to Tennyson is the huge statue at Lincoln Watts
executed in the last years of his life.
1M. S. Watts, ii, p. 158, etc.

2 MS. in possession of Watts Gallery, Compton, Guildfocd,
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